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THREE 



GHTS* 



THE EVENING OF AUGUST 21st, 1616. 

Four horsemen, their steeds covered with foam and 
they themselves dusty and tired after an uninterrupted 
journey of some seventeen miles, pulled up at the door 
of the " Old Fox," an inn at High Lea, Hoddesdon, 
situate near the river of that name in the county of 
Hertfordshire. 

" Ho there," shouted the shortest man of the four, 
looking in the direction of the door of the inn, " we come 
thirsty and tired and needs must rest and eat, in like 
manner our horses. What fare hast thou to offer us? " 

Mine host who had heard the clatter of the horses' 
hoofs, had witnessed their approach to the inn, and he 
called quickly to an hostler to tend to the travellers 
horses. He then greeted the horsemen as they dis- 
mounted from their steeds. 

Said he, " There is food and drink enough for the 
hungry and thirsty, and the coolness of an inner room 
for rest and ; speech." 

The shortest man of the four having passed the reins 
of his horse into the hands of the hostler as he dis- 
mounted, went up to mine host and whispered something 
into his ear, but mine host shook his head gravely, 
whereupon all four passed into the inn. 

Once inside, the four travellers soon made an inroad 
into the fare presented to them and not until the table 
had been cleared, did they commence speech. 

All four were dressed alike in the costume of the 
gentry of that period, a jewel which lay suspended from 
the neck of the shortest man (who had spoken to Mine 
Host) marked the difference in their authority. He 
spoke : 

" 'Tis cool here at any rate, and 'twould seen that 
we shall be undisturbed. Mine host is a wily fellow and 
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knows how to answer questions. What thinkest thou, 
Studion, somewhat different from York House, eh?" 

" Aye," replied the one of that name, and some- 
what free from spies, me thinks. My Lord Chamberlain 
could not have chosen a better." 

A tall man who had seated himself in a chair away 
from the table and whose face was shaded from the 
glare of the lamp which hung from a beam on the ceiling, 
yawned, and then in ,a tired voice asked of the short one, 
" Comes my Lord to-night, Fludd? " 

" I think not, Somerset, but our instructions are to 
meet here and await his arrival within the next two days, 
in the meantime we can discuss the affairs of the moment 
so that we can at least be in preparedness for what may 
be the outcome of my Lord's visit here." 

" But why cannot , these matters wait until to- 
morrow," replied the tired one, " the hour is late and we 
miss good sleep." 

"Because," said the fourth of the party, one Charles 
Dickenson, " our good Brother Robert would have us 
all familiar with new developments which both he and 
Studion have stimulated on the continent." 

" Odds fish, I am just as eager for news as anyone, 
but for the life of me I cannot see why these matters 
could not hold for the morrow." 

" Nemo mortalium omnibus horis sapit," said 
Fludd addressing Carr, the Earl of Somerset, " forget 
not Robert Devereux, we must seize every opportunity 
and make the best of it for such work as ours." 

" Have done then, I will listen, that is, if I can over- 
come this confounded yawning." 

Fludd, having instructed Dickinson to stand near to 
the door addressed his fellows in a low tone. 

" Lately, as Simon Studion will bear witness, we 
have been somewhat discredited bv one Libivus, who not 
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only denies the existence of our Society, but denounces 
those of us who are considered to be disseminators of 
the abstruse sciences. In view of this, and by leave of 
my Lord Verulum, I have broadcast in the three coun- 
tries of Europe a book which is under the title of 
" Troctatus Apologeticus." A copy has come into the 
hands of His Majesty who, though as superstitious as 
his predecessor, does discredit this work, and moreover 
looks with disfavour upon societies of such nature." 

" How know you this ?" asked the Earl of Somerset. 

" Through my Lord Verulam from whom His 
Majesty has sought some advice and enlightment." 

" Ho, ho," laughed the Earl, now fully awake and 
alive with interest, " the hound seeks advice of the hare," 
but he ceased his hilarity when Dickinson touched him 
on the shoulder and pointed to the door. Continuing 
now in an undertone, he asked, " What answered my 
Lord Chamberlain? " 

" He was guarded in speech, remembering 
Devereux, but informed him that he had some little 
knowledge concerning these philosophers whose aims 
were not so much political as Religious, such aims 
were not so much a menace to the sceptre as to the 
mitre." 

" Did he take the answer favourably? " questioned 
the Earl. 

" It seems that His Majesty, though openly dis- 
crediting the existence of our Society, has a suspicion 
that it might exist after all. He said that he had heard 
that the Society claimed to have existed since the Elood, 
and it was passing strange that the name of the author 
of the ' Apologeticus ' was Eludd, possibly a nom-de- 
plume used to enhance the claims of these Brothers of 
the Rosy Cross." 

" Does His Majesty know that it is an Englishman 
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who has written the book ? " Dickinson queried from the 
door. 

" My Lord did not say so in his epistle to me, but 
he instructed me to call you to this inn, informing me 
that the business in hand might take three days or only 
one hour to discuss." 

" Have you any idea of the nature of the business 
in hand? " Somerset's interest was increasing and he 
had moved up to the table. 

" Briefly this, in view of the stir which the 
' Apologeticus ' has caused in Europe and the hundreds 
of applications for membership in our Society which 
have been received, My Lord the Magus has decided 
upon a plan of campaign whereby we can accept the 
most likely people and reject the rest." 

" Does My Lord intend to deal only with those 
applications which come from the three countries or 
those from England as well ? " 

" That is a matter which we shall have to decide on 
his arrival, for we meet in conclave in this room and our 
deliberations will be signed and sealed and dispatched to 
the Domus." 

" Then I am for bed," responded Somerset, " My 
Lord will not find me wanting in any project which en- 
hances the aims of the Society. Betimes." 



THE EVENING OF AUGUST 22nd, 1616. 

At 8-30 p.m. on the evening of August 22nd, whilst 
the Earl of Somerset was pacing up and down the room 
of the " Old Fox," the others seated listening to his 
remarks regarding the political affairs of Europe, a 
monk entered through the front door of the inn and 
seated himself by the window which faced the road. 

Mine Host, ever attentive to the sound of a visitor's 
approach, greeted the monk in a manner fitting to one of 
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such a calling, though he was surprised at his presence 
there. 

" I need a tankard of beer and a morsel of food, and 
fain would stay the night here if thou can'st find me a 
room? " 

" Aye, that I can," Mine Host assured him as he 
went out of the room to bring food and drink. 

When he returned he placed before the monk the 
beer and some bread and cheese, and was about to leave 
the room again when the monk called him back. 

" As I must leave early in the morning, it were 
better that I seek my bed immediately after I have 
supped if thou wilt be so kind as to conduct me to my 
room." 

" And I will when thou art ready supped, for I go 
me now to lock all doors." Mine Host departed and 
could be heard at the rear of the inn pushing bolts into 
sockets and singing a quaint ditty. 

The monk paused over his meal, the ditty arrested 
his attention. Rising, he walked softly to the door of 
the room which opened into the passage and listened. 
There was a stir in the room to the rear of the one in 
which he stood. 

" So," he mused, "Mine Host has important visitors 
and he signals to them by way of song, it is as I was 
told, I must be cautious." 

Hearing Mine Host approaching he went back to 
his seat and finished his meal. 

After a few minutes Mine Host returned with a 
lighted candle in his hand and beckoned to the monk to 
follow him. As he did so, he took note of the door on his 
right. It was slightly ajar and he felt certain he was 
watched as he passed, but of this he made no sign. 

As he mounted the stairs he heard a slight noise 
behind him, he knew instinctively that the watcher had 



ill 
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Opened the door wider and was taking stock of him from 
behind. At the door of his room he bid Mine Host a 
good night and went quickly into the bedroom. He 
listened until the Host had gone downstairs, then he too 
opened his door very slightly and placed his ear close to 
it. 

He heard whispers but could not distinguish what 
was said. It was sufficient to know that they whispered, 
for they had something to conceal and were afraid to 
speak loudly. 

The monk took from under his cassock a tinder box 
and placing this in a convenient position near his bed 
blew out the light. 

For an hour he lay still upon the bed, then rising he 
approached the door, opened it and listened. All was 
quiet. He took the tinder box and by its means 
made a light, which he applied to the candle. With this 
he cautiously made his way downstairs and entered the 
front room. He flashed the light of the candle three 
times before the window and waited till there was a 
response from without. Having had his signal 
responded to he made his way back to the bedroom and 
closed the door behind him. As he did so a heavy hand 
was pressed on his shoulder. He turned swiftly, his 
hand moving instinctively under his cassock. 

" 'Tis useless, my saintly friend," said Robert Fludd, 
" for methinks that hand of yours may have a tendency 
to paralysis should it touch that weapon which your 
brethren are in so much fear of." 

" What is the meaning of this outrage? " the monk 
demanded as he placed the candle on a mantle shelf. 

" It means that, thou art one of the ' Thirty ' and 
have betrayed us. So His Holiness has spies even in 
High Lea and they needs must wait for the cover of 
darkness to steal upon the innocent whilst they sleep." 
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" I know not thy meaning, my Son," replied the 
monk piously, " I feel me thou art mistaken." 

" Then," said Fludd, " why is it that thou dost 
signal with a light out into the night ? 'Tis unusual for 
one of thy calling to shed light from the darkness in that 
manner." 

" I am given to walking in my sleep," replied the 
monk lamely. 

" "Tis as I thought, thou art neither in the light nor 
the darkness. But come, we play with words, tell me 
how soon shall we hear the thumping of scabbards upon 
the outer door ?! " 

" I tell thee I have not thy meaning and thou dost 
prevent me taking of slumber." 

" That is true, I do prevent thee from slumber, at 
least in this room, for there is another place more fitting 
for one of thy calling and though it is not a cell it will 
answer the purpose. Ho there without ! " 

At the call, Somerset entered the room, his sword 
drawn and his lean jaw stuck well out. "Shall I unfrock 
our pious friend or must I leave that to his Principal 
when he returns unto the fold? " said he, delighted at 
the prospect of so doing. 

" Twere better to remove the dagger which lies 
concealed beneath his cassock. We must save him from 
himself for a dead man will be of little use to the Magus 
who may want to interrogate him." 

It did not take Somerset long to remove the dagger 
from the monk's cassock, but he found nought else save 
a piece of paper on which were written a few sentences, 
the paper he passed to Fludd. 

Fludd glanced at it and turning to the Earl said, 
" 'tis the Five A cipher of the Magus. We have yet to 
learn what use the Society of Jesu has made of it." 
Just then a noise was heard downstairs and a voice 



II 
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called up, " All is well, we have them trussed up like 
turkeys." 

At this the three men went downstairs, the monk 
between Somerset and Fludd. There Dickinson 
and Simon Studion were helping to put the finishing- 
touches to the cords which bound two men on the fioor 
of the hall. Two hostlers looked on. 

" We found them outside swinging a lantern in the 
direction of Hoddeston," remarked Studion, " they have 
evidently given the signal to others who may soon be 
upon us." 

" We shall await them. In the meantime Mine Host 
will permit hospitality to these gentlemen in the cellars 
below where they can meditate upon the answers they 
may have to give to My Lord Chamberlain." 

The would-be assassins having been safely lodged 
in the cellars below, the four went to the stables and 
took out their horses, mounted, and rode forth into the 
night. 

THE EVENING OF AUGUST 23rd, 1616. 

Had the few inhabitants of High Lea been ques- 
tioned as to whether they had been disturbed from their 
slumbers during the small hours of the morning, they 
would undoubtedly have replied that they had heard 
the galloping of horses and the cries of men, but of 
the cause of the commotion they would have been 
ignorant. 

Not so with my Lord Bishop of Hertford, he had 
been rudely awakened from his sleep about three in the 
morning to learn that a certain plot had failed miserably, 
that his minions had encountered the Devil on the high 
road, the horse had breathed fire from its nostrils and 
his Satanic majesty had by witchcraft caused their 
arms to become paralysed, inasmuch as their swords 
were useless in their hands. The said devil had pointed 
a staff in the direction of Hoddeston, and they had to 
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flee for their lives or be damned and suffer the torments 
of hell. 

My Lord Bishop was sorely perplexed and was un- 
able to account for the affair. He had picked the men 
specially for the work and semblance of truth lurked 
behind their statements. What manner of people were 
these who seemed to know every movement which he 
made and countered all his plots? His Holiness would 
be angered when such report was despatched to him. 

He was not only perplexed some hours later, but 
startled beyond measure by the arrival of a visitor, who 
demanded audience with My Lord to speak on a matter 
of the utmost importance. 

The visitor, who gave no name was ushered into 
the presence of the Bishop. A short, thick set man stood 
before him and without waiting to be interrogated said, 
" My Lord has not slept well ! Perchance it is that the 
exigencies of the reformed Church permit not the 
privileges of past days, and his conscience sorely pricks 

him." ■-: 

" Sir," said the Bishop, " thou art insolent ! How 
dar'st thou enter the precincts of this palace with such 
mission ! ! I'll have thee removed to a place of 
correction." 

" Of correction, I need none," replied the stranger, 
" I come to warn you that My Lord Verulam is aware 
of your indiscretion of this early morn and, may be 
pleased to put the matter before His Majesty when he 
attends court." 

" 'Lis a falsehood that you speak and I have a way 
of dealing with liars," said the angered Bishop moving 
towards a bell rope. 

" I have warned you," the stranger replied, where- 
upon he moved to the door and passed out. 

" Detain that man," roared the Bishop, but the 
stranger had disappeared, none knew whither. 
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At 7 p.m. on the evening of that day, Fludd and his 
three friends were seated at the table in the inner room 
of the " Old Fox," a leather saddle bag was lying opened 
on the table, and in front of him were a number of 
parchments, quills, and two seals. Somerset was strum- 
ming his fingers on the table, Studion was examining a 
long paper which he held in his hand, whilst Dickinson 
every now and then walked out of the room and came 
back. 

Robert Fludd seemed to be in great thought and his 
eyes looked in the direction of the low ceiling. Presently 
he spoke. 

" In a few moments the Magus will be here, it is 
well that we remember that we meet in conclave and by 
united efforts we may be able to bring to a successful 
issue the work we have undertaken." 

" It would appear that we have not done too 
badly up to now. For my part I would give 100 acres of 
land to see the Bishop's face at this moment and a groat 
towards his stipend with a fervent wish that he may 
never meet the devil again," chuckled Somerset. 

I pray that he has learnt his lesson," replied Fludd 
seriously, "for if His Majesty knew of his intrigues with 
Rome, his head would not be safe on his shoulders." 

" I think not that he will trouble us again," put in 
Studion, " now that his connection with the Vatican is 
known, he will have many sleepless nights, sufficient for 
his conscience." 

" My Lord Verulam," announced Dickinson from 
the door, and as he said this a tall, bearded man entered, 
stooping low as he bowed to the three seated. 
" Greetings and salutations to you all and may the 
Society ever flourish," the Magus said in a soft low 
voice, using the Latin speech. 

"Amen," responded the others. As Verulam seated 
himself at the table beside Fludd, Dickinson closed the 
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door and took up his position on the inside. 

" Affairs of state have weighed heavily upon me of 
late and no opportunity was more favourable than this 
evening to journey here; and now my good brothers, 'tis 
well that we discuss the matter we have in hand, for 
to-morrow we needs must betake ourselves away in 
different directions, spies are almost everywhere." 

" Three are at present lodged below in Mine Host's 
cellar and await interrogation by your august self," said 
Lludd and, noting the look of surprise on the face of the 
Magus, enlightened him regarding the affair of the night 
previous. 

" In consideration of the manner in which you have 
all handled the affair, I do not think we shall gain much 
by questioning these servants of Rome. Let them bide 
till we have finished our work; then, with a caution 
we may free them." 

" I have given some hint of the matter with which 
you will deal," Fludd informed the Magus, " and we are 
in readiness to act upon any instructions you may give 
to further the ends of the Society." 

" Let us be upstanding then and repeat our oath," 
whereupon all four repeated an oath the end of which 
concluded with the words, " for God and mankind." 

" Brothers of the Rose and Cross, sworn as we are 

to the service of God and mankind, furnished with grand 
secrets of our past illustrious Brethren, and mindful of 
the state of confusion in which we find mankind to-day, 
it is essential that we extend our boundaries and add 
other workers to our conclaves. Already the call has 
gone out and seekers of truth clamour to enter the doors 
of our age-long fraternity. The need for more helpers 
is urgent, but our selection of such must be undertaken 
with the greatest caution. We want people who know 
how to hold secrets and maintain silence on things 
essential. We want the Literati who can disseminate 
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the antient truths to those that follow, for our time in 
this cycle is brief and we must be sure that ' the Link is 
kept Unbroken.' Our works, as given to the world, have 
in part been well received and will be monumental for 
succeeding generations. Here in England we find the 
greatest opposition, first from a monarch who denounces 
one faith, only to take up another which is based upon 
fallacies and has nothing to present to mankind to guide 
it on its journey towards the true Light, and secondly, 
from the p rinces of the church who will not countenance 
revelation from any extraneous source which enhance 
the Gospels. 

" Under such circumstances, we must work silently 
and secretly, and strive to strengthen our numbers in 
England as well as on the Continent. My parliamentary 
constituency extending as it does to Liverpool, has 
enabled me to sow the seeds for future work in that town 
and soon I hope to approach the Yorkshire side. 

" Brother Eludd with Studion will undertake his 
share of the work on the Continent, and they will inform 
us of the most suitable people likely to enter our con- 
claves. You, Brother Carr, will work with Dickinson in 
England and be assured of help politically though we 
shall be as strangers in the outside world. Are we in 
unison in these matters? " 

Each Brother stood up and drawing his sword made 
a peculiar sign, then kissing the hilts they placed them 
on the table in the form of a Cross. After this, certain 
documents were dealt with and signed by all present, 
then placed in the leather saddle bag. The business was 
finished at 9-30 p.m. 

The prisoners were brought up from the cellars, and 
My Lord Verulam severely reprimanded them for their 
participation in an affair which might have had grave 
results for them had he been a less humane servant of 
His Majesty. Thev were told to depart and warn their 
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masters that the wrath of the King would not be 
delayed a second time. 

My Lord Verulam having spoken a few friendly 
words to Mine Host, passed with his brothers outside, 
where caressing them and wishing them Godspeed, he 
rode off towards London, whilst the others rode in a 
Northerly direction. 

This was the last meeting held by the Brothers at 
the " Old Fox.'' 
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A.D. 1776. 
THE STRANGER OF WHITCOMBE STREET. 

A gentleman dressed in the gay fashion of the 
period (1776) hired apartments in Whitcomb Street 
which immediately adjoins Hedge Lane, and resided 
there for three months. 

It was difficult for the London people who lived in 
the vicinity of this Street to' determine whether this man 
was French or Italian. He was of medium height, in- 
clined to stoutness and possessed dark penetrating eyes 
which looked out from a kindly round face. 

Whatever his nationality he most certainly was an 
enigma to all and sundry. 

He soon endeared himself to the hearts of the poor, 
however, for he bestowed gifts of money upon them. 

Then came a day when he found that all his cash 
had gone and he was unable to pay for his apartments. 

Seated in a back room one evening, he took from a 
seal-skin case a paper on the top of which one might 
have read in large type, the words " Courier de 
l'Europe." 

Looking over this in the glare of two large candles 
which flickered on the table, he checked off the following- 
items : 

1. A gold repeater, enamelled in blue with stars of 
gold and enriched with two circlets of diamonds. 

2. A chain with three rows of small diamonds termin- 
ating in three large ones and brilliant pendants 
from two of which hangs a cluster of diamonds. 
From the fourth a seal mounted in the same. 

3. A small green seal-skin case containing six rings. 
The first consisting of five diamonds, the second 
two mounted in form of a heart and enriched like- 
wise with diamonds. The third representing a 
garter and buckle in small diamonds fpropertv of 
Madame). The three other hoop rings, two of 
diamonds and one of garnets. 
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5. 
6. 

7. 

8. 

9. 
10. 
11. 



12. 



4. A pair of earrings, nine diamonds in each, in a 
green seal-skin case. 

The portrait of the Owner, a medallion set with 
diamonds in a case set with the same. 
The figure of a dove composed of diamonds sus- 
pended by three rows of fine pearls. 
A necklace of pearls. 
A pair of earrings of small brilliants. 
A pair of black silk bracelets with diamond buckles. 
A large hoop ring of diamonds in a gold box. 
An oval gold coloured snuff box on which are en- 
graven implements of gardening, in a gold coloured 
case. 

A sweetmeat box of gold in a red skin case. 
The stout gentleman having repeated these items 
aloud, opened a travelling box which lay at his feet and 
checked off the jewels as per list. He then examined 
some plate which was also in the box. 

" Baubles, baubles all," he muttered to himself, 
" some of them must go." 

Lifting up the chain, the second item in the inven- 
tory, he examined it carefully, and appearing satisfied, 
packed it in a paper and placed it in his pocket. 

Having looked in a mirror to see if his general 
appearance was satisfactory, he put on his hat and 
journeyed outdoors. 

PRINCES STREET, LEICESTER FIELDS. 

John Gault, Jeweller and Pawnbroker, peered out 
of his shop window into the street of drizzling rain. 
Truly this had been a bad day for business and he soon 
must close up his shop for the evening. 

October, according to John Gault the swindler, the 
robber of peoples' effects, ought to have been better than 
it was. Pawning had been as usual, but nothing worth 
while had been pledged. Why could not he take in pawn 
a rich Frenchman — like a certain banker of Lombard 
Street, and let him rot in a cellar so that he could ulti- 
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inately have assigned to him all the said man's property 
merely for the promise of freedom which was never 
given. John sighed, such good luck never came his way. 

Suddenly John was all astir, a portly gentleman had 
stopped outside and was examining the sign above the 
shop. " Promising," muttered John as he rubbed his 
hands. 

The portly gentleman, apparently satisfied with the 
shop sign, opened the door and entered. 

" A bad day for business, sire (Gault always 
addressed the apparent rich thus), a very bad day. 
Times are bad yet I have plenty of stock." 

" I come not to buy," said the portly one not ill- 
humouredly. 

' Then it is to sell." John had anticipations. 

" No, neither to sell, I come to pawn if you have 
sufficient to lend." 

" Sire, half of my trade is done by means of pledges 
and be he Marquis or Earl, aye or even Duke, John 
Gault can bargain with him." 

"I am none of these, my friend, but money I require 
urgently for the which I would pledge this chain." 
Whereupon the chain was placed in the hands of the 
pawnbroker. 

Taking it nearer the light John examined it care- 
fully. Said he, " A good chain indeed, but of the stones 
I am doubtful." 

" Fie, fie, man, hast thou not eye for real stones," 
said the gentleman. " If thy trade has taught thee 
nothing better than that, I will away to another who 
mayhap has a keener eye than thou." 

" A moment, Sire, it seems I was mistaken, I 
observe that the three large ones are flawless and of 
first water — your pardon for the error." 

' Thou art forgiven the error, what wilt thou lend 
and to what amount in guineas? " 
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" Sire, thou must be a Prince to possess such a rare 
trinket," saying the which he ran his claw-like fingers 
over the chain and stones. " What wouldst thou ask, 
knowing that times are bad ? " 

" I am not a Prince, but poor as a church mouse. 
Come, I would have as much as thou canst lend in gold 
coin." 

" Thou art not a Prince and yet have such a rarity, 
how come Sire that thou dost possess this chain?" 

" Meanest thou to be impertinent? Wouldst thou 
imply that I came by this chain not honestly?" thundered 
the portly one angrily. 

" Nay, nay, Sire, it is but my business to ask these 
questions. The Bow Street Runners not infrequently 
call here to seek stolen property." 

" Yet if I were an Earl, a Marquis or a Duke, no 
questions would be asked, eh? " 

" Misunderstand me not, Sire, thou dost put the 
matter awkwardly — one has to be careful." 

" If thou art doubtful then, read this," said the 
portly one, " and then mayhap thou wilt lend me the five 
hundred guineas thou hast in thy strong box." The 
copy of " Courier de l'Europe " was put before his eyes. 

The pawnbroker took up the paper and his hands 
trembled as he did so. 

" A thousand pardons, Sire, I knew not thou wert 
the celebrated Count Cagliostro. Thou art indeed a 
wizard to know the amount of money I have in my box, 
yet it is all I possess." 

" Then thou wilt lend me that £500 on this chain, 
for its value is three times that amount." 

" Sire, canst thou not ask for less, it may be that 
to-morrow I fain must lend others money." 

" Have done, thou old miser, what of thy securities 
at Lombard Street. Must I tell thee of thine own affairs 
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when thou wouldst preserve their secrecy to any but 
thyself." 

" Thou hast the wisdom of a Solomon, Sire, yea, I 
will loan thee the money, but on declaration only." 

" Come then, I will sign whatever thou dost care to 
arrange, but have a care lest thou try to deceive me with 
words. I have a friendly bad angel which would tear 
thy throat didst thou seek to cheat me." 

Cagliostro received the £500 and left the chain in 
the possession of the pawnbroker. 

He had three months in which to redeem his pledge. 

THE GRAND KOPT. 

October the 18th, 1776, was an important day in the 
annals of Egyptian Freemasonry for it was on that day 
that the first Lodge was formed in London. 

London had, of course, known Masonry many 
moons before that date, but this was Masonry of a 
different kind and well adapted to the period. 

We find Cagliostro on the evening of that day 
seated in his room at Whitcomb Street. Opposite to him 
satGeorge Coston and Cooper Murray, worthy members 
of the Society of Sun Druids, listening attentively to the 
words of Cagliostro. 

We can approach the table for we need no special 
signs or knocks to gain entrance to participate in the 
affairs of the moment, for we know what we know yet 
are cautious regarding what we say in connection with 
what we know. 

" My Brothers," said the Grand Kopt, " you may 
rest assured that that which you have so nobly under- 
taken to-day will take a grip on the minds of men. 
Egyptian Masonry is not a new Science, it is as old as 
the world. Your ancient predecessors of the Druidic 
cult were well acquainted with it ere those of a later 
period distorted it into bloody rites. Already it has 
taken root on the Continent and we number not a few 
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Lodges on our Roll. With caution you can extend and 
consolidate the teachings in this country so that the 
modern Masons may realise that the Esoteric Art is not 
lost. I desire that Missionary Lodges be formed where* 
ever possible, and when I am gone you can ever be in 
communication with me through " The Orient de Paris." 

" How many Lodges are in formation on the 
Continent ? " asked Murray. 

" There are the following Lodges in vogue at the 
present time :■ — The Patriotic of Lyons, Perfect 
Equality of Liege, The Secret and Harmonious of 
Malta, The Concord of Milan, The Perfect Union of 
Naples and The Orient of Paris. Soon we hope to 
found another in Rome." 

" Then you are very strong on the Continent," 
replied Coston. 

" Assuredly, and our Supreme Master is well 
pleased with the work." 

" Can one know the name of the Supreme Master 
without presumption ? " queried Murray. 

" That I am not permitted to reveal at present," 
responded the Grand Kopt, " but he of whom we speak 
is very active just at present with the higher causes of 
the Order. He contemplates a visit to the City of 
London, and if such comes to pass I shall issue patents 
for you so that a meeting with him may be possible." 

" Count Cagliostro, you have inspired us all with 
enthusiasm as you must know from the manner in which 
our members received you this afternoon. Our 
allegiance with you and your great Master will be 
unending. What say you, Coston? " 

" What I have promised is my bond," replied 
Coston, " and those who have followed me for the past 
few years will support anything I have taken up with the 
worthy Count." 

" I thank you, my Brothers, and here I must state 
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that for a project like ours money is vitally essential 
In this bag are £300 which I pass into your keeping and 
with which you will provide all that is necessary for the 
London Lodge. Other money will be forwarded to you 
from time to time as needs be. Refuse it not, it is for 
the Cause." 

" Then under those conditions only shall we accept," 
said Murray. 

" Soon I must return to the Continent, but no 
matter where I be I shall ever remember you both, my 
Brothers, and ever shall I be with you in the Spirit." 

" But you will return to London some time? " asked 
Murray. 

" My Brothers, there are some things on which we 
speculate, the future is one of them. To-day we are 
here, to-morrow who knows, perhaps a tribunal of the 
Inquisition, or in the Dungeons of a Bastille. Perhaps 
looking down from one of the Higher Lodges upon our 
earthly brethren. Your England is a good country, 
your people have a greater freedom, but there are coun- 
tries but a little removed from here in which a man may 
not rest his head easily upon his pillow." 

"Do you fear treachery then?" Coston asked 
quickly. 

" Remember, we are the enemies of Rome, even of 
Kings, and our speeches being ever to the point in truth, 
call up the wrath of those who veil the truth. Lear 
not for me, for did I pass from mortal eyes to-day or 
to-morrow, others follow, and so it has been and shall 
be till our work is completed." 

" I pray God nought shall harm thee," said Murray 
fervently. 

" Amen to that," responded Coston. 

" And now good friends, you will leave me, for I 
fain would seek counsel from the Invisible Protectors of 
our Order. God speed thee both and success in thy 
work." 
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The two Brothers departed and as the night cast 
its shadows o'er the City of London Cagliostro passed 
into his bed-chamber, but his heart was heavy for a 
shadow, darker than that which enshrouded the City 
enveloped him, but as the night advanced the shadow 
was lifted, 
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A.D. 1791. 

FOREWORD. 

Owing to the fact that Paris has been built up on 
three successive occasions since the period mentioned in 
this story, and certain localities have long since ceased 
to exist, the reader is taken along what might be un- 
familiar ground to many to-day, but the direction in 
which Monsieur and his companions travelled is identical 
with the present-day streets of Paris. 

Lodges were held in other parts of Paris, as 
instance " Loge Amis Reunis," in Rue de la Sourdiere, 
and the " Loge Egyptien," in the Rue Platriere, but the 
" Orient de Paris " was that lodge in which met some of 
the greatest occultists of the age. 

It may be stated that cycles of activity recur ; study 
well then this story, and watch the future. 

M.I. 
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1791.— 8 p.m. THE BRASSERIE BOURBON, 

The Brasserie Bourbon, on the left of the Quai de 1 
la Tournelle, about three hundred yards from the bridge, 
was filled with a strange mixture of people on the 
evening of October Sth, 1791. Much wine had been 
drank, and many whose minds were befogged with 
liquor and who were in that state which is neither sober 
nor absolutely drunk, but Of an insulting and irritating 
nature, here and there made insinuating remarks and 
lapsed into the singing of coarse songs. 

Tobacco fumes permeated the place and lingered in 
dirty yellow clouds twixt the tables and the low ceiling. 
In an obscure corner close to the bar sat an old hag, clad 
in filthy rags and sucking away at a clay pipe. TwO 
men had made efforts to move her from her comfortable 
position, but she spat at them ; and whether through that 
or the smell which arose from the rags is difficult to say, 
but they left her alone. 

The Salon of the Brasserie Bourbon was fairly 
large, and quite fifty people, men and women, were either 
sitting at the wooden tables, or lounging about wherever 
it was possible to do so. Not a few sailors were present, 
and one could catch harsh words every now and then as 
two seated near the door facing the river, quarrelled 
over a woman who had been bargaining with them for 
divers services. She had evidently over-estimated her 
value, for they quarrelled with her over the price. 

Beyond, and to the right of the bar, was a door 
which led to an inner room. Here the proprietor, who 
bore the appellation of Monsieur Rodin le Boeuf on 
account of his massive proportions, invited his special 
friends. Picture a man of five feet, nine inches in 
height, with an enormous expanse of chest and 
shoulders, small beady eyes set in a round ugly face on 
which at most times was a leer, and who spoke in ' 
roaring basso voice, and you have M. Rodin. 
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Paris was in a state of foment, and it was not safe 
to venture outdoors alone at night. A well-dressed man 
or woman would be the centre of attraction for roughs, 
and with the cry of " Down with the Aristocrats," an 
excuse at most times, they would waylay their prey, rob 
them not only of money and jewels, but of clothes as 
well, and leave them lying naked and dead. 

But two hours ago two gentlemen, considered to be 
merchants, had been foully murdered on the Pont de la 
Tournelle. Officials of the City of Paris were parti- 
cularly anxious to find the murderers, for the merchants 
not only carried a large sum of money, but papers of 
great importance. It was known that they were on their 
way to the Rue du Cardinal Lemoine, to the house of a 
certain gentleman who, though not a native of the city, 
was both a friend of the Aristocrats and the Bourgeoisie. 

In the private room of M. le Boeuf sat three men, 
another was standing, and he was Rodin. None of the 
visitors was well-dressed, and their outdoor cloaks, 
characteristic of the period, were resting on the backs of 
their chairs. Rodin was speaking; in fact, he was 
questioning one who seemed to be the leader of the 
group. 

"What do you make of this murder, Monsieur? 
Was the motive just robbery, for it is queer that such 
a hue and cry be made over two merchants." 

" Rodin," the voice was cultured, though with a 
slight accent, " these innocent-looking merchants carried 
papers of such importance that had they reached their 
objective our plans would have been frustrated for ever; 
but we have the papers." 

" But, Monsieur, it is not your usual plan to resort 
to murder? " 

" Be not alarmed, Rodin, neither I nor my friends 
are responsible for these murders ; it is but the hand of 
fate that has intervened. Mistake me not, we are in 
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danger, and needs must prepare for any contingency 
which might arise." 

" In what manner then, can I be of service to you, 
Monsieur? Of that rabble beydnd," Rodin pointed to 
the door, " there are but three whom I could trust, and 
they have helped but little." 

" What places of exit are there here besides the 
ordinary? " 

" There is one, Monsieur, but it is dangerous. You 
observe this fire-place : here then is a false wall ; by 
turning this fire dog so, the wall Opens. You will also 
notice, Monsieur, that the odour is not of the best. These 
steps lead below the ground to a passage which goes as 
far as the Pont. The ground is wet and slippery, and the 
passage infested with rats and other vermin; but many 
an intriguer fleeing from the law has found liberty at the 
end." 

The two companions of Monsieur had watched with 
interest these proceedings, and one of them enquired of 
Rodin how he could vouch for the passage having an 
ending, but he was interrupted by Monsieur, who said, 
" Calm your fears, Brother, our host is not one who 
would betray us, he has reasons for not doing so. Is 
it not so, Rodin? " 

The eyes of Rodin closed for a moment as he 
answered, " Monsieur knows many secrets. I am his 
servant." 

Monsieur, having tested the movement of the fire- 
dog, turned to his companions and said, " Brothers, I 
have no doubt that ere long we shall have occasion to 
use this passage. Rodin, bring us some of your best 
wine, for this place gives one a shocking taste in the 
mouth." 

Rodin left the room and opened the door. The 
noise of the rabble in the salon was almost ear-splitting. 
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When Rodin returned he noticed that Monsieur 
hurriedly put some papers inside his coat. 

All four drank, " And to the success of the plans " ; 
three signalled to each other in a peculiar manner with 
their glasses, but this was lost upon Rodin. 

They held conversation on the state of the people 
for a while, then suddenly Rodin rushed towards the 
door and listened. Monsieur and his companions 
watched him, surprised. 

" Listen," Rodin spoke in a startled tone, " do you 
hear?" 

It seemed as though the rabble had quietened down, 
but voices could be heard shouting. 

; ' Well, what is it? " demanded Monsieur. But he 
had no need to ask. The sound was unmistakable. 
" Vingt-deux, Vingt-deux." 

" The signal, Messieurs, it is the soldiers ; you must 
fly with all speed." 

" It is as I thought," replied Monsieur calmly, " we 
shall use the secret passage." Whereupon he proceeded 
to place his cloak over his shoulders, his companions 
following his example. Monsieur continued, " You will 
make sure, Rodin, that our retreat is covered; see that 
the fire-dog is turned back properly." 

" Yes, yes, Monsieur, but fly, fly, they may be upon 
us any moment." 

:( Twenty-two, Brothers, is the signal among the 
people of the underworld for danger, and there is plenty 
of it. We had better take these glasses with us, or the 
soldiers may think that Rodin is not satisfied with one. 
Also our satchels must be well concealed." 

" For the love of God, Monsieur, make haste." 
Rodin was agitated and had placed his back to the door 
as if in anticipation of its being broken in. 
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" Au revoir, Rodin, a thousand thanks for your* 
service. Here is a bag of money; we shall meet again." 

The Brothers moved the fire-dog and passed down 
the steps into the passage. 

Rodin flew across the room and restored the fire- 
dog to its original position. He was just in time, for a 
number of soldiers burst into the room. 

RUE DU CARDINAL. 10 p.m. and after. 

At that junction where the Rue du Cardinal Lemoine 
crossed the Boulevard de St. Michel there was a 
small hut in which one could enquire for a carriage Or 
a Sedan chair. Leaning against the side of this hut was 
an old hag who, to all appearances, was the worse for 
wine, and the hut seemed a friendly support for her 
bent and swaying body. Snores came from within, and 
it was evident that our friend who furnished infor- 
mation to enquirers had been overworked this day, for 
he slept soundly. Few people passed by, and the old hag 
was left undisturbed. 

It could not have been far past the hour of ten when 
three gentlemen covered in cloaks came up to the hut, 
but they did not knock. A voice from the back of the 
hut cried softly, " Vingt-deux, il est le salut, n'est-ce pas, 
Messieurs? " 

Monsieur answered : " C'est vrai. Qu'importe, 
Madame?" 

" Au bout d'un an — Forage, peut-etre." 

" Peut-etre, Madame. Je l'espere. Que trouviez- 
vous ? " 

" Beaucoup, mais les soldats rien; ils sont partis." 

" Donnes-moi les mots." 

" Grand Orient et Lux." 

" It is well," said Monsieur, " we must make no 
mistakes. Rodin has behaved excellently. No one saw 
you leave the Bourbon, I suppose ? " 
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" Non, Monsieur le — ." 

" No titles, please," Monsieur added quickly, 
" return to the house by the back door and discard that 
clothing, after which you will join us at the Orient de 
Paris with the greatest expediency. Take care that you 
are not followed." 

" I shall take care, Monsieur, for much is at stake. 
Vale." 

" Vale," responded Monsieur and his companions. 

" And now," said Monsieur, " we must awaken our 
friend within and learn of him if a cocher of any kind is 
available." 

The sleeper within the hut found his sleep somewhat 
troubled, for dreams dark and sanguine besailed him. 
Rap, rap, rap, he was running for his life from the 
musketry fire of the soldiers. Rap, rap, rap ; cold sweat 
was upon his brow, for he was hidden in a cellar and the 
soldiers were forcing the door. It was evident the man's 
conscience was not too clear. Rap, rap ,rap; he awoke 
with a shout; then relieved, for the candle was still 
burning in the hut. But he was cautious, for he was not 
quite sure if it were the hut. 

" Ho, there, within, open the door." 

" Certainly, a moment, a moment, whoever thou art. 
I heard you." 

Now fully awake, the man opened the door 
reluctantly, relieved, as he saw the three gentlemen 
without, that they were not soldiers. 

" Thou art practised in the art of slumber, my 
friend; come, rouse thyself, we have need of a voiture 
and cocher, if both can be found at this hour." 

" Ah, Monsieur, I know not if the nearest cocher 
is already a bed. But come, I will direct you." 

; ' Lead on then, a few extra francs will be your 
reward if one is obtainable." 
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The man led them through the Boulevard de St. 
Germain to the Rue de Poissy and, just as they turned 
into the street, a party of soldiers Came abreast of them 
bearing torches. They halted and the sergeant-in- 
charge came up to the group and questioned them. 

" What is your business? " he asked. 

Monsieur acted as spokesman : " We seek for a 
voiture and this man leads us to where one may be 
found." 

" Are you leaving the City? " 

" No, we would journey to the Hotel de Cluny." 

" And your business there? " 

" We seek audience with Monsieur Marat." 

" Monsieur Marat," replied the sergeant, startled 
for the moment, " at this hour? " 

" The eye of Marat is never closed," said Monsieur 
boldly, looking the sergeant Unflinchingly in the eye. 
" Our papers, no doubt, will convince you that you delay 
his time as well as ours." 

" A thousand pardons, Monsieur, I do not question 
your business, my men shall find you a conveyance 
immediately." 

" That is kind of you, for we are already late. I 
shall see to it that Monsieur Marat hears of your help 
to his friends." 

The sergeant beamed at this, and gave an instruc- 
tion to one of his men who hurried along the Rue de 
Poissy, whilst Monsieur kept up a lively conversation 
with the sergeant. 

In ten minutes a voiture arrived and, as the soldier 
who had ordered it got down from the seat beside the 
driver, Monsieur and his friends got in, but not before 
the man from the bureau and the soldiers had received 
pourboires. 

Monsieur ordered the cocher to drive to the Hotel 
de Cluny and the voiture passed on in that direction. 
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" That was a close shave," said Monsieur, after the 
voiture had started on its way. " Yon sergeant was 
frightened out of his wits." 

" Whatever made you think of Marat ? " asked one 
of the companions (none other than the Comte 
d'Herecourt). 

" Well, he seems to be the most popular murderer 
these days, and his name is a lively one. Also, his 
quarters are at the Cluny." 

" It is well that he did not peruse those papers," 
responded the third of the party, one George Coston, 
who spoke in English, for he was not too familiar with 
the French tongue. 

" That was fortunate for us. But we must instruct 
the cocher to proceed in the other direction ; we can tell 
him we have changed our minds and will proceed to the 
Hotel de Cluny in the morning, for there may be spies 
about." 

Monsieur called out to the cocher to stop and he, 
having done so, was told to drive down a side street 
which brought them into the Rue des Fcoles and then 
onwards into the Boulevard St. Michel. 

At the end of the Boulevard the cocher was told to 
stop. Here he was paid and dismissed. 

As soon as he was out of sight, Monsieur and his 
companions walked back a few yards and entered the 
Rue Val de Grace. Having made sure that they were 
not followed, they knocked on the door of a house on the 
right. The door was opened cautiously and words were 
exchanged; then the trio entered the house. 

Some little time afterwards another man knocked 
at the door and in like manner exchanged words. He 
was admitted. No sooner had this man been admitted 
than two men, who had been concealed behind the 
carriage, crept cautiously towards the house. For a 
few moments they seemed to be holding a whispered 
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conversation ; then one of them mounted the steps Of the 
house and, laying himself prostrate on the top step, 
endeavoured to look under the door. Still lying in this 
position, he motioned to his companion who also 
mounted the steps. Evidently they either heard or saw 
something to cause them to take such an interest in the 
door of the house. Thus they remained for some time; 

ORIENT DE PARIS. 

As soon as Monsieur and his companions entered 
the house, they were relieved of their cloaks in the hall 
by a servitor, after which they were escorted into an 
ante-chamber on the left. 

Here they adjusted their wigs and, taking from 
their satchels, which were suspended by a strap and hung 
over their left sides, their regalia, they commenced to 
adorn themselves. Monsieur was a little longer than the 
others, for he had many emblems of various orders to 
arrange, but he finished at last. 

" By my life, Monsieur," said d'Herecourt, " Many 
are going to have a surprise to-night." 

" In more ways than one, I have no doubt," replied 
Monsieur. 

" Is that another subtle warning? " asked Coston. 

Monsieur had not time to reply to this for the signal 
knocks were heard on the outer door. 

" That sounds like Andre, for he is the last to 
come," said d'Herecourt. 

Said Monsieur, " It is Andre, and he has managed 
quicker than I thought. We will await him." 

The serviter escorted the late-comer into the ante- 
room. This man, called Andre, who was none other than 
the old hag of the Brasserie Bourbon, was now dressed 
like a gentleman, came into the room smiling and greeted 
the trio. 
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" Everything all right, Andre? " 

" Yes, Monsieur, I managed to get here alright, but 
with the help of a cocher whom I met coming from this 
direction." 

" Where did you dismiss him? " 

" At the end of the Boulevard, Monsieur." 

" Was he curious? " 

" No, he was strangely quiet, hardly spoke a word 
from the time I hired him to the time I dismissed him." 

" Did you pass anyone on the way? " 

" No, Monsieur, but after I entered the voiture I 
noticed a party of soldiers coming towards us; but the 
coacher soon got me out of the way, and here I am." 

" Where did you meet the cocher? " 

" In the Rue des Ecoles." 

"Which end?" 

" Just on to the Boulevard St. Michel." 

" Were the soldiers marching in the direction of 
theCluny?" 

" That would be their direction." 

" Then we are discovered." 

" Discovered? " said the other three in chorus. 

"I am afraid so; even now there may be spies 
without. However, there is no time to explain, we must 
be about. Marat would have those papers; he must 
know now who possesses them. He is responsible for 
the murders, but it would be easy for that crime to fall 
upon us, should we be discovered with the papers." 

" Then what must be done? " asked d'Herecourt. 

" At present only one thing," repliedj Monsieur. 
" Whilst the meeting is being conducted, two or three 
of the Brethren must go outside and watch the house. 
In such a case as this they must use their swords if 
necessary." 

" I, for one, am quite willing to undertake that job," 
said d'Herecourt, delighted at the prospect. 
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" And I another," interjected Coston. 

" What a pity I left my rags behind," lamented 
Andre, " I could have stayed without." 

" Are the swords here ? " queried d'Herecourt. 

" Plenty, I believe," quickly responded Andre: 
" The custodian can supply us with them." 

" We don't want bloodshed if we can possibly 
help," said Monsieur gravely ; " SO far in all our under- 
takings we have been saved that, but our work beconies 
more dangerous day by day. Ah ! I have it. D'Here- 
court, remove your boots and regalia, walk cautiously 
to the door, then open it quickly. If you see anyone 
there, and not soldiers, call ' Liberte ' ; we shall be ready 
then for anything. You, Andre, go now and explain to 
the servitor what we are about. And you, Coston, seek 
out the Custodian, explain to him that we are in peril, 
and procure swords." 

In five minutes all this was done. 

D'Herecourt crept cautiously to the door, then 
opened it quickly. With a cry of Liberte he jumped 
from the step on to the two men who were outside. Soon 
all three were rolling down the steps. Monsieur and the 
others rushed out and overpowered the two eaves- 
droppers. D'Herecourt then looked up and down the 
street and, being satisfied that no one else was about, 
for the night though cloudy showed some moonlight, 
followed the others into the house and closed the door. 

The prisoners were taken into the ante-chamber. 
By this time about twenty other gentlemen had appeared 
from other parts of the house. One, who was dressed 
in the robes of a Knight Commander of the Templars, 
asked what all this meant i 

" It means," said d'Herecourt, " that we were 
almost betrayed." 

" But who are these men? " 

" That we have to find out now," said Monsieur, 
turning to the Templar. 
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" But who are . . . for the love of God . . . can it be 
... the Supreme Magus? " 

" None other, and ever at your service, good 
Brother," replied Monsieur to the Templar. 

" But you are not dead then? " 

" No, very much alive. I have lately returned from 
Vienna, and knew of your meeting here to-night, so 
determined to attend, for I have much to impart." 

" You are a greater mystery than ever," said the 
Templar. Then, turning to the Brethren, he said, 
" Brothers, Monsieur le Comte de St. Germain, Supreme 
Magus of the Rosicrucian Order and our Grand Master, 
is here. This shall be a great meeting for us all, and no 
greater honour can we ever wish to have than that of 
our Grand Master presiding over our meeting." 

The Brethren would all have rushed forward to 
take Monsieur by the hand, but he stayed them with a 
warning gesture. 

" Brethren," said he, " it is you who do me the 
honour. But time passes and we must question 
these men, for I think it not unlikely they come from the 
Hotel de Cluny." 

" There may be others outside, watching," said the 
Templar. 

" I think not," replied St. Germain. " These men 
are but poor tools who, having ascertained that a 
meeting is being held here, return to their Master and 
report." Here he addressed the two men who were 
looking rather frightened. " My men, answer truthfully 
all my questions, and I will see to it that you are well 
paid and kept free from harm. Who sent you to spy on 
us?" 

One of the men, frail in appearance who looked as 
though he needed good food more than anything else, 
replied : 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



3 J 

" Monsieur, we dare not break our oath." 

' Then I will answer for you. You were sent here 
by Monsieur Marat. Monsieur Marat was informed by 
a group of soldiers that three of us journey in this 
direction. He was also informed by a cocher that we 
had proceeded in this direction. Do not try to deny it, 
your eyes speak the truth. Did you not meet your com- 
panion at the end of this street half an hour ago? " 

" Monsieur, I dare not answer you." 

" Think not that I wish you to break your oath, but 
much depends upon this meeting which shall be the last 
held at this house. The fate of the people of France 
depends upon your replies, and remember, you have 
failed in your work, and both your lives are in our hands. 
Similarly, if we send you away after our meeting is 
over, Marat will see to it that you are paid; but your 
payment will be death. Will you answer? " 

" Monsieur, you are right," said the man trembling. 
" But I cannot say more. I am but a servant." 

" I understand. You are but the tool of one who 
would butcher to gain his own ends, and it is for such 
men that the people work for their liberty. But I will 
convince you that we know your plans." Here Monsieur 
went up to the other man quickly and tore off his wig. 
" You see, d'Herecourt and Coston, this is our friend 
the cocher, and I doubt not that his voiture is concealed 
somewhere along the Boulevard." 

The cocher, who had now been transformed from 
an old man to a middle-aged man, went as white as a 
sheet, and spoke incoherently : 

" Come then, we waste time, you must answer, for 
remember, your lives at this moment are of little value. 
What was to happen after you had ascertained where 
we held our meeting? " 

The cocher replied : " Monsieur Marat intended to 
send a body of men to surround the place." 
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" Does Marat actually know we are here at the Rue 
de Val de Grace?" 

" No, Monsieur, but he knows in which direction 
you proceeded. 

" Did anyone else accompany you? " 

Replied the cocher : " Another man who awaits us 
with the voiture at the Boulevard St. Michael. 

" So after you had ascertained where we held our 
meeting, and noted the address, you would return with 
all speed to the Hotel de Cluny, eh? " 

" Yes, Monsieur, but one of us had to remain behind 
and keep watch," said the frail-looking man. 

" Messieurs," said le Comte, addressing the 
Brethren, " it will be necessary for two of us at least to 
accompany the cocher to the Boulevard, and bring the 
voiture to this street where we may be assured that no 
one else will use it. The other man must be brought 
here." 

There were many volunteers. The two Brethren 
chosen, having buckled swords 'neath their cloaks, went 
out with the cocher. 

" Henceforth," said le Comte to the frail man, " you 
enter my service, in which you will be well paid provided 
you are loyal to me and my friends ; failing the which, 
you go back to Marat; and you know what that means." 

" Monsieur is very kind ; I will do my best to be his 
faithful servant." 

" I will trust you then. In a few minutes you will 
obtain food. But of the cocher and the other man I am 
doubtful; we shall see what can be done. Let him be 
escorted to the kitchen and see that he eats and sups 
well " (this to the Custodian). 

The man left the ante-room looking happier than 
when he entered. 
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" Brethren, we must to our meeting, and decide 
upon future plans; fortunately I have here papers 
which reveal our plot to secrete His Majesty out of the 
City before the storm. Had these papers been examined 
by those who stole them we should have been lost, but 
thanks to the friends of Rodin le Boeuf we have re- 
covered them. We must think out something else for 
His Majesty." 

As the Brethren passed into the room called the 
" Orient de Paris," the two Brethren returned accom- 
panied by the cocher and his companion. They were 
taken to the kitchen and a guard was placed at the door 
as they ate. 

This meeting, one of the most important in the 
annals of Freemasonry, was held successfully and, had 
the leaders of the Revolution which followed later 
remained clear-headed and faithful to the trust of those 
who worked behind the scenes for the honour of France 
and the people, there would not have been such whole- 
sale butchery. 

Les francs Magons worked not for murder but for 
Ljberte and Justice for the people. 
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